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and be by his need and his imagination transmuted against
her will.
Now, at this distance of time, when he had become for
her a phantom, and their life together, though it might
some day be resumed, a fragment of experience separated
from her present knowledge of herself, she was able to
obscure the power he had once had over her by thinking: I
was a child and his solemnity overawed me. She could let
him slide away from her mind. She could read his letters as
though they were letters found in some old drawer, not
written by a living man or addressed to her.
Why, then, am I made angry by recollection of his
touch? she said, and, hearing the scutter of a horse's hoofs
in the gravel, she remembered that it was the groom's
delay that had roused her impatience. But the horse was so
beautiful when he stood before her with the sun flowing
over the silk of his flanks, and the stooping groom who
mounted her grinned with such friendly complacence, that
her anger was disarmed, and, seeing the man stand back
to admire her—cap in hand, she felt even his admiration
glow in her as she rode away.
At last, she thought, when she reached the moors and a
scented breeze came to her from the pine-woods, at last I
am myself again. She was glad that she had sent Lewis
away. She was even a little contemptuous of him for having
so readily obeyed her. What she had intended when she
wrote her letter was still clear in her mind: to put from her
the madness of the body that had beset her beneath his
touch and in the shadow of his touch. Neither conscience
nor fear nor the rule of her marriage had impelled her to
write, but an intuitive resistance to an invasion of herself.
Her decision had had as much and as little reason in it as
the struggling thrust with which she would have striven to
liberate herself from a hood drawn down suddenly over
her head* In the cottage she had been powerless to resist.
The thing had possessed her; for that reason she had
driven it back when she might. It was stronger than she;
therefore she had put it from her. Now she was free of it,
she thought.

